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Bul.X haue toofevv to takemy leave of yon, ""v i 
When the tongues office {hould be prodigal!, v 'nr;; - r ’J 1 
To breath th . aba tlujagrdblai^ c ^tfai fyeatt/. ; iuv.v,v,\> 4 

Gau.lby grieferisButothy a&fence-for'a-timc< 33--orf. ■" I 
Bui. Toy ablent,gnefe is prclent for that time*. 

/?«.\V hat is fixe Winters, they are quickly gone ? 

■' ' 0 m ® * n i°y*but jjriefe makes one h oure cen* • 

Q au > Calf »t}«flra vell 5 -tbaotbou <ydepftrfdr;pJed&cfeo V Y : 
f?v Myrheartnviltfigb, Wieuianifeattierfe^ ,d u;,i; 
Which finds tt an inforced Pilgrimage. • nl ■; , 'daoi-M 1 
Gaum - The fullen paflage ofthy weary fieps »jhr : j : >< j 
Efteeme a ioyie, wherein thou art to let 
The pj-ecious iewellof thy home returne. 

Bui- 0mwbo.can.lTdld a fireiirhis hand r,b / 12 

By thmkingon thbiroBy-Caficafuj f ' L-i 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feaft ? 

Or wallow naked in December fnow 

By thinking on phantafticke Summers heate.? • 

Oh no.the apprehenfion of the good 

Giues but the greater feeling to the vvorfe 

Fell forrowes tooth, doth ever rankle more 
Then when it bites, but lanceth not the lore* 

T i G j^‘9 omc,c< ? me ionne)Ue bring thee on thy way 

Had I thy youth.: and eaufe, I would nbi flay. Mow u V7 
2?#AThen Englands ground farewelljfweetfoyleadieu, 

My Mother, and my Nurfe, which bearesmeyet : 

Where ere I wander, boaft of this lean, . n 

1 hough banilli d, yec-atrue-borne Englrfhman.;n i 
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3DII III 7 I 'ioi, 1 ‘ ii>J 5V£i)l OfT^bjO X Y ivi, 

Sftt er King^ttmtrfe, Green, anclfBaget. 

■ Bicb . We did obferve. * Cofin -dtimerle. 

How %e brought you high Hertford QQhismf* 
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of Richard the femd. 

Am, I brought high Hereford (if you call him fo ) 

But to the next high way, and there I left him. .. 
Rich* And fay, what ftoreof parting teares were lhea • 
Am&aith none by me: except the Northealt wind 
Which then blew bitterly againft our face, 

Awak’d the fleepy rhewme, and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a teare. . 

Rich, What faid our Colin when you parted With him? 
^.Farewell: 6 c for my heart difdained that my tongue 
Should fo prophane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit opprelfion of fuch griefe. 

That word feem’d buried in my forrowes grave. 

Marry, would the word farewell, had lengthen d houres. 
And added yeeresto his Ihort banifhment. 

He fhould have had a volum$ of Farewels, 

But fince it would not, he had none of me. 

Rich. He is our Cofin (Cofin) but ’tis doubt. 

When time lhallcallhim home from banifhment. 
Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends, 
Ourfelfe,and Bnjhy , Bagot here and Greene 
Obferu’d hisCqurtAiip to the common people : 

How he did feeme to dive into their hearts. 

With humble, and familiar courtefie, 

,W hat reyerence he did throw aw ay on flaves ; 

Wooing poore Craftelmen,with the craft of fmiles. 

And patient under-bearing of hrs Fortune, 

As ’tweretp banifh their atfedrs with him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 

A brace of Dray-men bid God lpeed him well. 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee, 

Withthankes my Countrimen,my Loving friends. 

As were our England in reuerfion his, 

And he our fubje&s next degree in hope. 

GV.VVell,he is gone,and with him goe thefe thoughts 
Now for theRebels, which Hand out in Ireland, 
Expedient mannage muft be made my Liege 
Ere further lcylure,yeeld the further meattes 
For their aduantage, and your highnetfedoffe. 

C 2 Rich. 



